Sick Days 


Author: RichieSamboraJBJFan 


Bands: Bon Jovi 


Characters: David Bryan, Jon Bon Jovi, Richie Sambora, Tico Torres 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Sat Jan 12 2013 12:31:36 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Sick Days 


Author's Notes: 
This is only my second Bon Jovi fic! Please review! 


Jon couldn't believe what was happening. One minute he and the guys where preforming You Give Love A Bad 
Name and the next he was sitting in a hospital waiting room waiting to hear news on his best friend, who he 


loved like a brother, Richie Sambora. The day had started out normal. 


~FLASHBACK~ 

They woke up, ate breakfast, had an interview and went to sound check. Jon didn't think anything could go 
wrong since they were in their home town of Jersey. A few hours before the show Richie started to get sick. 
Tico and David where the first to notice. They were headed to get Richie so they could grab something to eat. 
When they knocked on the door, he didn't answer. After a few more knocks and Richie not answering they tried 


to see if his door was unlocked. It was. So Tico started to enter Richie's room. David was a little more hesitant. 


"Are you sure we should do this?" David asked. 


"Yeah, | mean we're just seeing if he is here." Tico said. 

Before David could protest anymore they heard a noise coming from the bathroom. It sounded like someone 
was getting sick Tico and David looked at each other with worried expressions. They slowly walked to the 
bathroom door and knocked. Neither was really expecting Richie to answer, but they were sort of hoping he 


would. They heard Richie moving behind the door, but he didn't move to open it. 

"Rich, you okay?" David asked. 

Tico didn't wait for Richie to answer; he just opened the door. They were greeted with the sight of Richie 
sitting against the wall, covered in sweat, breathing heavily and his eyes closed. As Tico moved to sit next to 
Richie something bright red caught his eye. As he looked closer Tico noticed the bright red substance was 
blood. David saw Tico's horrified expression and looked in the toilet. 

"Richie." Tico said gently shaking his friend Richie slowly opened his eyes and looked at Tico. 

"Hey, guys. What are you doing here?" Richie asked. He didn't like that his voice came out as a whisper. 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah. Why?" 

"Gee, | don't know. Could be the fact you're sitting here against the wall, with your eyes close, breathing 
heavily, sweating. Oh and the fact there's blood in the toilet and David and | heard you getting sick" Tico 
snapped. 

It's nothing!" Richie snapped back. He tried to get up but a sharp pain in his back caused him to sit back down. 
"Richie!" David and Tico said at the same time. 

"Fine, I'm fine. Just a pain in my back. Probably just from sitting on the floor. Guys mind helping me up?" Tico 
and David looked at each other, shrugged, than helped Richie up. Richie swayed on his feet, but after a few 


deep breaths he was able to steady himself. 


"Rich, maybe we should tell Jon and cancel the show for tonight. Something is obviously wrong with you." David 
said. 


"No, no, I'll be fine. Just let me rest for a while." Richie said lying down on his bed. He suddenly felt really tired. 
"Alright, Richie, we're going to get something to eat.” Tico said. Something in his mind was telling him to tell Jon 
and cancel the show, but he didn't want to piss off Richie not knowing the state he was in. Richie just nodded 


and started to fall asleep. Tico and David left to go meet up with Jon 


"What do we do? We can't let him go out on stage like that!" David snapped. 


"What are we supposed to do? Its not like he'll go to the hospitall" Tico snapped back. 
"Something is very seriously wrong with him! We just can't pretend we did see anything!" 
"Let's just see how he feels when he wakes up." Tico said. 


"How who feels?" Jon asked walking up to Tico and David. 
"Where's Richie?" 


“That's who we were talking about." David admitted. 


"What's wrong? Is he okay?" Jon asked. Tico knew Richie and Jon where close, knew they were like brothers and 


it killed him to tell Jon what they saw. 

"Me and Dave went to see if Richie wanted to get some food with us. We knocked on his door and he didn't 
answer. So we knocked a few more times and he still didn't answer. So | checked if his door was unlocked and it 
was. We went in and heard someone in his bathroom. It sounded like someone was getting sick. We found Richie 
in there and he was getting sick." Tico decided to leave out the other stuff until he knew how Richie was after 
his nap. 

"Where is he now?" Jon asked. 

"He's in his room, sleeping." David answered. 

"Okay. I.should we cancel the show?" 

"Richie said he would be fine after he got some sleep. Let's wait and see how he feels.” Tico said. 


"We can't wait to long." David said. 


"The show isn't for another seven hours. I'll go see how he feels in an hour then we will go from there." Jon 


said. Tico and David agreed. 

An hour had past and Jon went to go see Richie. He didn't bother knocking because he was sure Richie was still 
sleeping. Jon felt bad for waking Richie up, but he needed to know if he felt better. Or well enough to go on 
with the show that night. He turned on the light and walked over to the bed. He sat down on the edge and 
shook Richie's shoulder. 


"Richie? Wake up, man" Jon laughed when Richie smacked his hand away. 


"Rich, come on | gotta ask ya something.” Richie turned to Jon and opened his eyes. 


"What?" Richie asked annoyed. 
"Tico and David told me you weren't feeling well." 
"Yeah and?" 


"Are you feeling well enough to go on with the show?" Jon asked. He could tell by the look on Richie's face that 
he wasn't, but Jon learned long ago it was impossible to try and talk Richie out of something. 


"How long do we have until show time?" 

"Six hours." 

"Yeah, I'll be fine by then" Richie said. Even though he knew something was wrong. 
"You sure?" 

"Yes! Now could you let me go back to sleep!" Richie snapped. 


"Okay. I'll come and get you a couple minutes before we leave." Richie didn't answer; he had already fallen back 


asleep. 


Jon met up with Tico and David and told them what was going on. David and Tico still didn't tell Jon about the 
blood or what happened when Richie stood up. For the next five hours Jon and the guys basically did anything 
they could think of so they wouldn't be bored. But to Jon it wasn't the same without his right hand man next 
to him. It came time to finally go to the show and Jon went to go get Richie. 


Jon walked into the room and said, "Hey, Rich, it's time to go." 

"Alright." Richie said. 

"Are you feeling better?" Jon asked. 

"Yeah. Just needed to get some more sleep." Richie lied 

So Jon and Richie went to meet up with the others and head to the stadium. Tico, David, and Jon where keeping 
a close eye on Richie. He was starting to get pissed. He knew they were looking out for him, but he still felt like 
shit and wasn't in the mood to deal with them. He was thankful when it came time to go on stage. They played 
Raise Your Hands, What Do You Got, Blood on Blood, Its My Life, and now they were getting ready to play You 
Give Love A Bad Name. By this time Richie was starting to feel light headed. All he wanted to do was lay down 


and sleep. He noticed the others were still keeping an eye on him, but not as much as they'd like to. 


"Shot through the heart and you're to blame Darlin’, You give love a bad name." Jon sang. Richie wasn't sure 


when he stopped paying attention to Jon signing but he knew it was somewhere in the beginning of the song. 
The next time he heard Jon sing was when he had to play the guitar solo. Richie started to play, but soon he 
just saw darkness and heard nothing. 


Jon watched his best friend collapse out of the corner of his eye. The band had stopped playing and the crowd 
had gone silent. Jon dropped the microphone and rushed over to Richie. Tico was the first to reach him. They 
tried to wake Richie up, but nothing happened. Jon and Tico drug Richie off of the stage and to the back. He 


then told someone, he wasn't sure who, fo call ‘Il 

"Jon.there's something me and Tico didn't tell you" David said sitting on the floor next to Jon 

‘Now's not the time, David" Jon snapped. He was also kneeling next to Richie, but he was closer to his head 
"Jon, earlier.when me and Tico found him. Richie had thrown up blood" David admitted 

"What! Why did you tell me?" Jon yelled 


"| mean Tico said it was blood! | didn't know! It could have been something else! It was bright red!" David said. 
Jon could tell David was panicking. No one knew this was going to happen. Jon grabbed Richie and hugged him 
tight. 


"You're gonna be alright, Richie. You have to be." Jon whispered. After what seemed like forever to Jon, which 
was actually only a few minutes, the ambulance arrived. They loaded Richie in and Jon went with him. Tico and 
David stayed behind. Tico and David went out on stage and told the crowd they couldn't finish the show. Once 

Richie was better they would play the show again 


~END FLASHBACK~ 

Now Jon was still waiting for word on his friend. He couldn't be more scared in his life. He had already called 
his wife Dorothea and told her what was going on. She said she was on her way. Jon tried to talk her out of 
coming and wait home with the kids, but she wouldn't have it. In a way Jon was glad she was coming. It meant 
he wouldn't be alone when he got news on Richie. Dorothea showed up with his four children and he hugged all 
of them tightly. His daughter Stephanie was the only one old to comprehend what was going on. Finally a doctor 
came out and told Jon what was going on. 


"Is he going to be okay?" Jon asked. 

"He had an ulcer on his stomach lining and it started to bleed. | was told he'd thrown up blood that was bright 
red, had severe back pain; he fainted, and was tired. We're going to have to perform surgery to stop the 
bleeding.” The doctor explained. 


"He'll be okay after that?" Jon asked. 


"Yes, he will need a few weeks to recover." 


"Of course. What are you going to do?" Dorothea asked. 


‘lm going to perform an endoscopy. That's when we use an endoscope to cauterize or seal the bleeding vessel 


using a heated electrical probe." 
"Alright, do we have to do anything?" asked Jon 


"No | won't go through with the surgery until tomorrow morning. He's stable and resting right now. You may 


go and see him if you like." 

‘Hell yes | would! Jon thought. 

"Yes, we would like that." Dorothea said 

Jon listened as the doctor told them where Richie's room was. Once they said goodbye and thanks they started 
out to find his room. Dorothea was a little worried about Jon. He was more quite than usual. She knew Jon and 
Richie where as close as brothers, but he wasn't normally this quite when it came to Richie's health. 


"Jon, are you okay?" Dorothea asked when they reached Richie's room. 


"Of course I'm not. Richie was sick the whole day and we just played it off like it was nothing! This could have 
turned out worse than it didl" Jon said with tears in his eyes. 


"Jon, Richie's going to be okay. He's going to have to have surgery, but he will be fine." Dorothea said hugging 
her husband. "Why don't you go sit with him while | take the kids to get something to eat?" 


"Okay" Jon hugged his wife and kids. 

He waited for them to be out of sight before he went in. Jon opened the door and the first thing he noticed 
how dark the room was. He figured Richie was sleeping so they turned off the lights. He slowly made his way 
to the bed and sat down This was the first time Jon noticed how tired Richie looked. 

‘Why couldn't we notice sooner?! Jon thought bowing his head. 

"Jon, you better not be blaming yourself" Richie said. 

"| should have noticed you were sick" Jon said. 

"How would you have known? Tico and David saw me throw up blood. They didn't say anything because they 


weren't sure. | didn't say anything. | knew something was wrong and told you | was well enough to go on with 


the show. Jon this is my fault not yours." Richie said. 


"Why did you say you were fine?" Jon asked. 


"LII didnt want to say anything and ruin the tour. | mean we were almost done. | thought it was just like a 


little twenty-four hour thing. | didn't start throwing up blood until this morning." Richie said. 
"Richie, we care more about you then the tour. Your health is more important to us than anything. We 
wouldn't be able to have a tour or a band without you. Bon Jovi would not be the same if | didn't have my 


right hand man, my partner in crime, on stage with me.” Jon said. 


"You also know I'm here for you as well as Ava Even Heather." Dorothea said walking into the room with 


Stephanie, Jake, Jesse, and Romeo behind her. "Did any of you call and tell them?" 
"Oh shit. | knew | forgot to do something. I'll be right back." Jon said. 
"Hey, feeling better?" Dorothea asked. 


"Yes, much better. Still kind of tired though." Richie said. 
"Why don't you take a nap and I'll let Jon know. Probably take the kids home to." 


"Alright" Richie said. Within minutes Richie was fast asleep. Dorothea left the room and shut the door softly. 


Jon saw her exit the room and looked at her confused. 
"He's sleeping. Now that | know he's okay I'm going to take the kids home." Dorothea said. 


| think lIl wait here for Tico and David to show up. Heather said her and Ava will be here as soon as they 


can. 
“Alright. So I'll see you tomorrow?" Jon nodded. Dorothea kissed her husband. 

Jon said goodbye to her and each of his kids. 

Jon went back into Richie's room and sat in the chair next to the bed He made sure Richie was asleep this 
time before he started to think about what happened. He is the leader of the band, but he wasn't around 
Richie a lot that day so he couldn't notice how sick he was. David and Tico should have told him what happened 
and Richie should have told him something was wrong. But now everything would be taken care of and they 
could finish the tour. 

"Hey, Jon. How's Richie?" Tico asked. Jon didn't even here Tico and David come in. 

"He'll be better once they do the surgery." Jon said. 

“Surgery! For what?" David asked. 


"He had an ulcer on his stomach lining. It started to bleed and that's why he had all these problems. They're 


going to do the surgery tomorrow morning. After that he needs to recover for a few weeks then we can 
finish the tour." Jon explained. 


"And if you don't mind | would like to sleep." Richie grunted. 
"Sorry, Rich, we just wanted to see if you were okay." Tico said. 
"Yeah, l'm fine." 


A nurse poked her head through the door and said, “Sorry boys, but visiting hours are over. You can come 
back tomorrow." Then she was gone. 


"You guys go l'm going to stay-" 


"Jon, you go home or so God help me when | get better | will kick your ass ten times over." Richie threated. 


Tico and David burst out laughing and Jon's face turned a bright red. 
‘Alright we'll see ya tomorrow." David said as he, Tico, and Jon left the room. 


Richie awoke the next morning to the sight of his daughter sitting next to his bed. He looked at the time and 
saw it was noon. He couldn't believe he slept through the night. He felt better than he had in a long time. 


"Daddy!" Ava said as she hugged him. 

"Hey, sweetheart, what are you doing here?" Richie asked. 

"Where's your mother?" 

"Right, here Richie. How are you feeling?" Heather asked. 

"A lot better" Richie said trying to sit up. 

"Richie don't do that. You might tear your stiches." Heather said pushing him back down 

| had my surgery already? Richie thought. Probably why | slept for so long: 

"Hey, Rich! Glad to see you awake. You were out for a while." Jon said from the other side of the room. 
"Yeah, that's the longest you've slept in a while." Tico said. 

"Yeah, and | feel better than | have in a while." Richie admitted. 


"That's good; when are they letting you out of here?" David asked. 


"Don't know hopefully soon. | hate being here." Richie admitted. 


After a few more minutes of pointless conversation Heather and Ava had to leave. Tico and David decided to 
go with them. They figured Jon would want some alone time with Richie. Jon had stayed up all night worrying 
about Richie. Everyone thought it would put his mind at ease if he was able to see Richie and be able to talk 
to him. 


"Please tell me you didn't stay up all night worrying.” Richie said. 
"No.maybe." Jon admitted. 
"Why? The doctor told would | would be fine after my surgery.’ 


| know, but | couldn't help it. My mind kept making me think of what might have happened if we weren't on 


tour and you were home alone." Jon said. 


"Jon, if | were on my own | would have gone to the doctor or hospital. You really think | would be that careless 
when I'm by myself?" Richie asked. Jon could hear the hurt in Richie's voice. 


"No.no! You went on stage when you knew something was wrong! What am | supposed to think?" Jon snapped. 
Richie just stared at Jon. He couldn't believe Jon had said that. Richie knew what he did was wrong, but he 
thought he would be fine after he got some rest. 


"llm sorry." Richie said. Jon looked at his friend; he saw the hurt in Richie's eyes. That made him feel worse 
for yelling at him. 


"No, Richie, | am sorry. I'm just frustrated that you didn't say anything. That you didn't tell me something is 


wrong." 
"I thought it was just because | haven't slept that well for a while." Richie said quietly. 


Before Jon or Richie could say anything else the doctor came into the room. He came to check how Richie was 
doing and said he had to spend one more night in the hospital then the next day around noon he could leave. 
After a few more minutes talking about different stuff Jon noticed Richie was starting to fall asleep. 


"Rich, I'm gonna go. | can tell you're tired. I'll be back by noon tomorrow to pick you up." Richie just gave Jon a 
thumbs up and started to fall asleep. 


Jon went home to his family and told them the news. Dorothea and Jon agreed Richie would stay with them 
while he recovered then they would finish the tour. The kids where happy they would be able to spend time 
with their Uncle Richie. 


The next day Richie was released from the hospital and they went straight back to Jon's house. Richie was to 
rest for four weeks then they would be able to continue with the tour. Those four weeks flew by to Richie. He 
was hanging out with Jon's kids. Spent some time with the band and Dorothea hung out with him some times. It 
finally came time for them to finish the tour and they were redoing the Jersey show since they never got to 


finish. 
When it was time for the gig Richie was a little nervous. He didn't know how welcomed he would be. He didn't 
know how the fans would react since they didn't finish the last show and it was his fault they didn't. They 


went out on stage. Jon went up to the microphone and said, 


"Hey, everybody! Sorry about last time, but Richie's all better and we will rock the house!" Richie was glad 
when everyone started cheering. Jon started out with the song Richie thought he would. 


"Shot through the heart and you're to blame, Darlin’ you give love a bad name." 


